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TRE 
PROPHECIES OF THE TIMES: 
A SATIRE*. 


Wurx men run mad, and half the world turn fools, 


Perverting order and eſtabliſh'd rules ; 
When reformation cracks the air - fill d head, 4.55 
And leaves an idle vacuum in its ſtead 

When real happineſs is thrown away 

For all the ſhort-liv'd nonſenſe of the day ; 
Reflection views it with an aching eye, 

And ſenſe would plainly know the reaſon why. 


„The true ſenſe of ſatire is to corteſt peculiarities; whenever it 
deſcends to perſonalities the effe& is loſt; the object is to ſtrike at 
the follies, not the feelings of mankind. | 
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1 
If ever Heaven more favour'd any ſpot 
For man to live contented with his lot! 
If comfort is annex'd to any ſphere, 
As men we feel it, and we find i here. 
But prone to ſurfeit on the richeſt food, 
As blindly turn to evil from the good: 
Till Wiſdom, marching from her ſacred ſchool, 
Cores with terror or with ridicule. 


ome, meck-ey'd Muſe, the dove-like robe aflume, 
6 0B 72g 
We aſk no ſharpneſs of the poliſh'd feel; ' ' -  // 
But if we cut at all, let's cut to feel. 


Long had the world Britannia's glory known, 
And ſcoul'd with envy at her happy Throne ; 
Superior till the ſov'reign Goddeſs roſe, - 
And ſmil'd undaunted at a boſt of foes. 


True 


48-1 
True to themſelves, her ſons with pleaſure fought; - 


And kept the honour which their valour bought : 
Above the ſelfiſh herd abſorb'd in care, 


They march'd to conquer, and they fqught to ſpare! 


As in the richeſt ſoil foul weeds ariſe, 


As black'ning clouds deface the brighteſt ſkies 5 - 
As ſervile ſhrubs the noble oak entwine, 


Live in the gem, and numure in the mine: 
Thus let me own it, with a ſolemn figh, _ | 
A Briton's * failing is deſpondency 1 ! 
If adverſe Fate directs the threat ning hand. 
| Stern Superſtition waves her magic wand ; 


# As perfection is not the lot of man, endemic vices as well as 
virtues will ariſe. With all his candour and ſincerity, the native of 
Britain is ſubjeA to that tædium vitæ or liſtleſs moment which em- 
poiſons his happier hours far happier, however, by his good ſenſe 
reaſſuming its powers when urged by honour ar neceſſity. 


Ten 
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Ten thouſand damons float before his eyes, 
And all his courage in his terror dies: 

A prey to Nonſenſe lets that torpor fall 
Which Thought would laugh at —if he thought at al. 


"Tis not enough that Hows has ſcour'd the main, 
Or mem'ry- traces Minden's famous plain, 

Or Creſſy's field, that Britiſh valour won 
Still — ſtill he ponders — England is undone. 

To ev'ry knave he lends a patient ear 

A ſlave to folly, and a fool to fear. 


From early cuſtom *, and familiar pain, 
The Lightning's blaſt and Thunder's roar in vain, 
Thoſe 


The native of Labrador or Nova Zembla, the inhabitant of the 
North-Welt of America, fits unconcerned at the ſtupendous craſh of 
an icy mountain — the tenant of Calabria behold Ana without a 
| | 7 
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Thoſe wrathful Miniſters may ſtorm and roar, 
The harmleſs Bigot thinks they'll do no more. 
But an old woman's tale of endleſs froſt, 
Of wreck-torn veſſels in the ocean toſs'd z 
Of never-coming Summer eyeleſs fear 
Monſter in front, and Devil in the rear. 
He gapes with wonder, thinks the ſtory true, 
And then believes it — why ? — becauſe dis new, 
Mankind, to fond credulity inclin'd, 
| Perhaps alone to ſhew they are mankind, 
View ev'ry object juſt as times may paint, 

And make of reaſon — Devil— or a Saint ! 


Should ſome poor wretch, 2 maniac in mind. 


dread; and the Sicilian mariner ſails by Stromboli without changing 


ſear, | 
C 


the time of his evening bymn. Early cuſtoms familiarize objeſts of 
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Right in all A AJ ren knowing he deceives, 
Write what he thinks, and what he thinks believes ; 
John Bull, with pleaſure, would be Prophet cram'd, 
And e than not prophecy — be dd. 

Bad Times —are ſtale news, thread bare, worn, and old, 
And Peſtilence is juſt a tale twice told. 

We muſt have Europe ſuffer, and the laws 

Of univerſal Nature feel a pauſe; 88 
Imperial London into nothing fall, 

And Chaos ſhake the centre of this Ball ; 

Half her inhabitants to Egypt fly, 

And all for what? — why — faith for Prophecy. 


«« Methinks I ſee the motley Herd prepar'd *, | 
_ (The Children that on manna richly far'd.) 


1 is ſuppoſed this eccentric departure, which was fixed for the 
Firſt of June or July, will be deferred till the Firft of April, vel ad 
Græcas Kalendas. | : 


The 
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The trumpet ſounds - confuſion reigns around, 

That Babel's ſelf would ſicken at the ſound. 

« God bleſh me mifhter Prophets I can't go, 

My book detſhds are too greatſh as you' muſht know." 
Here, little Mordecai, you're outs of bread, 

« As God's mine jodge—I wiſh the Prophets dead, 

„ Moſes—do you for Iſrael repair? | 
Upon my honor muſt ſeek Rag-farr. 

You, Jacob Benjamin, to Egypt range ; 

Pray whatſh de Newſh, dear Moſes, on the Change ? 
« What has diſh Man much monieſh of his own 8” 
Pray what has he ſhubſcrib'd towards the Loan ? 

Dear Moſes don't believes what peoples ſays, 

I never ſaw his face at Garraway's. 

When is bis journey to take place d'ye ſay, 

Moſes? it was not up at Lloyd's to-day*® ; 


The mercantile world, and the public at large, are under the higheſt 
obligations to Mr. Thomas Taylor for his punQuuality;; we preſume 
ſo conſiderable a fleet of tranſports'could not. paſs the regular routine 
of buſineſs, but from informality of notice, 


Beſhades 
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Beſhides my minds miſgives me for the Plan 
Will ſmaſh the Underwriters to a man. 
Pifhgah, my dear, you've nothing elſe to do, 
Who'll buy my glaſſes and my china too ? 


Thouſands were tried but all had ſome excuſe, 
Content in England with its lie'd abuſe; 

Happy beneath its mild and genial ray, 

They liv'd to proſper, and awak'd to play. 
Laught at the fools that common ſenſe denicd, 
Upheld by wealth, by induſtry employ d. 
Prov'd as an axiom—merit muſt be true, 

And heav'nly reafon flouriſh in a Jew. | 


Nathan-ben-dl-Ed'* mov'd his wand in vain, 
No hopes to view the eaſter ſhores again 


Fear 


— gaalemen to he 6 defccniiant of Nathan the Pro- 
phet; unpoſſeſſed ourſelves with the ſpirit of prophecy, we cannot 


vouch 


l 


Fear mark 'd his viſage With a foul diſgrace, 

A Speaker * neither in or out of plate. 

The Prophet's foreman not # ſoul could find, 

For een the trav'Ilitig Jew-boys lagg'd bel: 
More pleas'd at Charing Croſs all day to ſtand, 
Or hawk pomatum==up arid dowts the Strand; 


As in old Aol's cave the tetnpeſt growls, 
And earth affrighted at her motion howils; 
As Pythia's prieſteſs ſtamps and ſtarts outright; - 
A heathen propheteſs, or Bedlamite, 
Thus mighty Al- Ed furious moy'd along. 
And gave theſe lofty numbers to his ſong. 


| vouch fot the feality.— There are ſeveral of this name in the metro- 
polis conſiderable merchants in diſcarded Parayhernalia—alſo Peripa- 
tetics in the Lemon line. 

* The Jack-Daw thinks he can fing like a Nightingale, 
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Have 1“ for this the Indian depths explor d. 


And plung d thro? eaſter learning, word by word ? 


I who can all the myſtic, figures ſee, 


And tell a cheſt of Congo from Bokea+; 


— 


eee eee Ben-Al-/ 
Ed, as a leader, could not ſpeak in the third perſon—both ancients 
and moderns acquit him of vanity. Among the former we have De. 
moſthenes and Cicero—with. the latter, Lord Herbert of Cherbury;. 
and Counſellor E-—, The writers of antiquity did not _ ta 
TA ng Y ; 


| HoRACE. 
Semper Ego auditor—— 
JuvsNAL. 
Hos Ego verſiculos feci. 
ViRGil. - 


In ſhort, the Egotiſm, like the ſubtile zther of Plato, permeades 
animated Nature, 


+ We are under infinite obligations to Nathan-ben-Al-Ed for his. 
abſtruſe erudition, and would recommend it to Government that 
every Exciſeman and Cuſtom-houſe Officer ſhould be a proficient | 
in the Chineſe;” perhaps ſome extraordinary genius may ariſe, 
who will give us a complete Key to the Egyptian Hieroglyphics, from 


OPER COPE Re Wo before us. 


I who 
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I who have heard the Sanhedrims debate, 
An unheard Member of Judea's ſtate ; 
Shall I, whom Bramha-Viſhnu-Shiva own, 
Lead you thro* mud and mire to Juda's throne ? 
| Knaves who have fatten'd-on- forbidden fruits, 
More fond of Engliſh than of Hebrew roots. 
Away—T've got this knowledge for my pains, 


In turning converts to have turn'd my brains: 
: Loſt all the wiſdom I had gain'd before, 
And quite forgot that two and two were four. 


John Bull—a word or two before we part— + 
I know thy virtues and I know thy heart. 
Yes—thou art good beyond the great exceſs, 
And ever would expand the power to-bleſs. - | 
At Miſery's tear I ſee thy eye-balls roll, 

And all the God of Nature in thy ſoul. 


I } 


But unſuſpicious, all thy noble fame 
Blows up contamination's odious flame. 
Knaves treat thee as an idle, ſottiſh fool, 
And of the gen'rous lion make a tool. 

Let common ſenſe thy ev'ry motion ſway, 
Proud in thyſelf, and prouder to obey= 
Whate'er thy ſphere—be fteady to the plan, 
And be for once and all an Engliſhman, 


Look * routd the world, if onward we muſt roam, 
But Prudence ſays—ſuppoſewe look at home. 
Is there not alt that man can wiſh or want ; 

That Nature craves for, or that Heay'n can grant? 


| ® The inhabitants of fome parts of Europe ſeem to have forgot (a 
ſmall trifle of the utmoſt uſe 40 ſociety), in their philoſophical Lucu- 
brations—* Do your duty in the ſphere you are appointed.” Should 
this hint be taken properly, every end that Malachi Moſes bas pro- 
poſed will be perſedly fulfilled without a journey to Jeruſalem. 


Have 
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Have we not all our future lives to bleſs ? 

(Pm ſure we do not want licentiouſneſs). 

Then be content—'tis wiſdom to excel, 

If virtue venerates the living well; 

True to our country—honour points the way, 
And the bright morning opes a brighter day. 
Bound by our ſea-girt Iſle—our pride—our fame, 
Shall ſtill exalt a Briton's ſacred name: 

Proud of our Three Eſtates, we'll hold them faſt, 
Live with our King—or ta with him at laſt. 


THE END; 
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